The Old Lion Dying
human. At any rate, instead of selecting some quiet re-
treat where he might end his days in peace, as she would
have for any king by right divine, she condemned him to
a rock in the wild Atlantic.
The shock was great, but he stood it manfully. When
the time came to embark, he faced his 'captors with
graciousness and tried to soothe his fellow-exiles, though
they, he knew, might return in a few years while he lay
moldering on that rock.
Altogether his attitude surprised some of the English
visitors who came to the ship and who were of finer grain
than their rulers. Here, said they, is no boor, but a
great gentleman! But the government undeceived them.
He was a boor, an arch-fiend, and a bloodthirsty mon-
ster. That settled it, they thought, for all Eternity! . . .
But the ship was headed out for the open sea. Soon it
became a toy ship; the little figure in the grenadier's coat
a black dot; and then was swallowed up in the blue
immensity.